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Author's Notes: 
As usual, credit goes to JaeNunyah for this story being finished! 


If you assumed the title was a Nickelback song, you would be correct. You get a cookie! 


I've been picking at this for about a year now. Its gone through two different pairings and so many re-writes. 


It feels good to have it finished. 
Sometimes ‘done is the best thing about a story, and that's okay. 


| rarely ever post something | think does not showcase my full potential and is not my best work [or, at least, 


close to my best], but.. 
l. There's very little Keith x Roger content out there. 


2. | know | can't be the only Keith x Roger shipper out there, and any content is good content when it's an 


ultra rare pair. 


3. | don't have anything ‘good for an example of present tense that isn't first person point of view. 


4. | can always go back at a later time and fix this up, once my skill level for present tense improves. 
| guess you can consider this the scene that could lead into ‘White Lightning_and Wine’. 


For years I've written Roger [and Pete Willis from Def Leppard] as dealing with certain ‘trigger’ sounds due to 
misophonia, mostly as a way for me to vent about mine, but | also have issues with saliva. So | figured it 
would be fun to include that here, to give an ‘explanation’ for why Roger seemed so annoyed at Keith's choice 


of affection in ‘White Lightning and Wine’. 


.and then there's also the issue of me being aro and just.. not understanding the appeal or reasoning for the 


mentioned act [or physical affection] at all. Yes, l'm keeping it vague so | won't spoil it~. 


"You're far too pretty to suck cock," Roger slowly runs his thumb along Keith's chin, catching the bit of come 
he had missed. He can tell he wants to argue. He's surprisingly easy to read right here, right now. "Shush," 
Roger whispers sweetly, free hand coming down to card through dark, messy hair. 


He loves the way Keith looks up at him, brown eyes so wide, so full of trust and love. He has to wonder.. is 
this how John feels? Is this why he loves Keith so much? Is this what he gets to see every time they're 
together? 


Roger has never seen someone elegantly suck cock before, but Keith makes it almost look like an art form. 
Never did he once think the little brat whose image was built on destruction could be such a wonderful 


creator. 
"Stand up." It's a command, not a request. 


Keith doesn't even hesitate. He stands right away, obediently waiting for his next command like a perfectly 
trained puppy. From where Roger is sitting, Keith's restricted cock is chest-height. While locking their eyes, he 
places his hand upon the bulge hidden beneath the stonewashed Levis. 


"Do you want something?" 


Keith now hesitates for only a moment, as if trying to choose his words carefully. Eventually he slowly nods, 


please” following, sweet, soft, and gentle. So unlike what Roger is used to hearing. 


Its at this very moment he realizes Keith truly does have so many more facets to his personality. Facets 
which are hidden away from himself and Pete. John wasn't lying after all. Roger decides he's a lucky bastard to 
have unquestioned, unrestricted access to Keith. How dare the tall, intimidating bassist keep Keith all for 
himself. 


"What would you like?" Slowly Roger trails his fingers along the arousal he had found, light and teasing. "The 
sky's the limit." 


Keith once more is hesitating. Roger wonders just what might be going through his pretty drummer's mind 
that makes him carefully consider his words. He wants to ask, but settles instead for gently squeezing the 
hardness beneath his fingers. 


"Your--" Keith's breath hitches when Roger finds the tip of the hidden erection and gives it a gentle squeeze. 


"--hand. please?" 


"Are you sure that's all you want?" Roger detects a hint of something within those few words. Not quite 
uncertainty, and certainly not fear. Not uneasiness, either. He can't quite put his finger on it, but knows it's 
worth exploring. Never before has he seen Keith like this Never had he known the younger man before him 


could be so.. submissive. 


"Y-yes," Keith hisses quietly, the pretty brown eyes Roger had fallen in love with misting over with what he 
can only describe as pure lust. "Been dreaming of you jerking me off for years.. been thinking of sitting on 
your lap and kissing you while you stroke me and call me pretty.’ 


Ah! There it is! That brutal, unhindered, sheer honesty and raw lust Roger had been hoping for. Again, he 
wonders if this is what John gets to see and hear every time they're together. Upon retracting his hand, the 
frontman takes one last long look at his pretty bandmate before breaking the short lived, serene silence that 


had fallen between them. 


"Strip for me, pretty boy." He can't bring himself to call Keith a ‘kitten’ like John does. He finds the pet play 


thing uncomfortable, and really doesn't understand the appeal. Master and servant, however? Ohh yes 


As if having read Roger's mind, Keith offers a ‘yes' while addressing him as ‘Sir’, signifying he's more than 
eager to follow the order and any that may come after. 


Once Keith is settled upon Roger's lap, his hands find the pretty brunette's hips. He's surprised at just how 
thick he is. It's muscle, not pure fat. Roger quickly realizes he shouldn't be so surprised. Anyone regularly 
destroying drum kits must be ripped under the slight bit of deceptive softness. 


Slowly Roger's hands travel downwards to grasp Keith's ass. The soft hiss he is rewarded with only coaxes out 
a satisfied hum in response. He considers asking if Keith likes it, but figures there's no point in questioning the 
obvious. 


"Touch me?" Keith asks quietly, a sweet, shy smile crossing his cute, boyish features. ".or just kiss me?" 


Is Keith playing a game? Or is he showing part of his true personality? Roger doesn't know, but wishes he did. 
He's half tempted to shoot down the latter request. He despises kissing. Never has he enjoyed it, and never has 


he seen the appeal. The idea of having another person's saliva in or near his mouth makes him feel weak to his 
stomach. The very sound of kissing causes him to see red. The sound -- easily comparible to nails on a 
chalkboard -- and physical sensation paired together are sensory hell! .however, everyone has an ‘exception to 
the rule’, and Keith fills that role for him in other ways that don't relate to physical affection Roger might 
not enjoy the germ swapping act and he might find it disgusting and unsanitary, but.. he /oves Keith. He loves 
Keith more than he could ever admit. „not that he would be admitting it any time soon, not even to himself. 
And because Roger loves Keith, some small part of him hopes that he can help desensitize him, should this not 


be a one time event. 


Roger has no idea of what to do with his hands. It's awkward and strange. What should he do? Play with Keith's 
hair? Cup his cheek like in those cheesy rom-coms Heather loves so much? Or should he just go for his stiff, 
eager, flushed waiting cock? 


It isn't often that Roger feels nervous or awkward during sex, but kissing always does it. Unfortunately for 
him, it seems as if Keith can pick up on it. his hand finds the vocalists hair and immediately tangles his fingers 
within the messy, blonde curls. 


The tables have turned. Keith now leads, and Roger follows obediently. 


The kiss deepens, with Keith exploring his bandmate's mouth. Roger can taste himself, but doesn't mind. It's an 
odd sensation, one he really wasn't expecting or prepared for. Surprisingly, its not a mood killer. Surprisingly, he 


doesn't feel the need to break away. 


When they do finally part, Roger notices his hand is down between Keith's thighs, stroking his steel-like, pulsing 
erection He isn't quite sure when his hand left Keith's ass, but doesn’t think much of it. Instinct is taking over. 
Roger decides it's best not to think too much. Thinking always spoils sex. 


Quickly he finds that Keith prefers attention to the area just under the head of his cock, and he takes 
advantage of that. As he strokes him, Roger makes sure that his thumb glides along the sensitive, nerve filled 
flesh. Up and down rhythmically, gaining speed until at long last he is rewarded with a desperate, panted, 
unintelligible cry. Roger is sure that it must be an attempt at a warning, but he doesn't care. 


Roger wants to encourage Keith, but he's too wrapped up in the moment, too overcome with a strange wave 
of mixed and repressed emotions and thoughts and what just might be.. love. Real, true love. Not the kind he 
holds for Pete, but something similar as what he holds for Heather. It's strong, burns brightly, and it's so 
very over powering. Had he been just a bit more sober he might blame it on the drink. But, he's not even close 
to sober. Roger is so far from sober, he's sure he couldn't figure out how to pull the words from his head 


and turn them into meaningful sounds even if it were a life or death situation 


He's glad he didn't make an effort to speak, as Keith pulls him in for another kiss. Eagerly Roger swallows the 
quiet, lustful groan as Keith's cock pulses within his grip and paints them both with heated white. 


When at long last they part, Keith directs his attention southwards, and Roger follows his gaze. He isn't sure 
of what to expect. Will he be one of those hyper apologetic men who feel embarrassed for ‘making a mess'? Or 
will he be the type to laugh it off? Perhaps even make a joke at the amount? Or will there be no reaction at 


all? 


Fifteen minutes ago Roger would have assumed Keith to be the type to laugh and make a joke, just as he does 
with everything in life. .but here and now, he's not quite sure. Keith has shown him so many new sides of 
himself, and now he isn't sure of what to expect. Not only here in this very specific situation but also for the 
future, both sexual encounters and not. 


Roger must admit, part of him doesn't appreciate the randomness and spontaneity that Keith brings. Keith is 
exhausting, difficult to keep up with, and dangerous to let out of his sight, especially when John isn't present. 

„but a majority of him loves it, he loves the challenge and the ability to have his naturally dark companion all 
to himself. Keith keeps life entertaining, nothing feels stagnant when the hyper little drummer boy is around. 

After all, Keith truly is a handful. .both metaphorically and physically now. 


"Mmhh.. thank you," Keith runs his hand through Roger's hair, careful not to tug or pull. "You stay right here," 


he leans in to kiss his prickly cheek. "Ill clean us both up." 


As he watches his darker counterpart disappear into the bathroom, Roger begins to wander just how many 


people have gotten to see this side of Keith. Is he like this with everybody? or is he special? 


